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Caspar chuckled.

" I suppose it is wise/' squeaked the
burgomaster.

" Do not think that the ruin of the har-
vest is a little thing to me/' said Sonoy.
" No one will suppose that the Prince
thinks it of small account; but Alkmaar
comes first It must be done "

"They will be glad to hear it in Alk-
maar/' grunted Gaspar "Eh, my
friend ? " and he stirred the sleeping mes-
senger with his foot. The man moved,
turned over, and sat up rubbing his eyes

"Ah! ... You have the dispatches,
your honour' " he said sleepily.

" Yes, we have found them. What is
your name ? "

" Peter van der Mey, carpenter, of Alk-
maar, your honour. Will you relieve
us?"

" We shall break the dykes/' said Sonoy.

" Oh, then they'll run. Truly, your
honour ? "

" I say it. You have come here safely.
Will you go back with letters from me ? "

" Yes, indeed, your honour.   Ah! . . ."